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"Palling through still air, a raindrop strikes 
at about twenty miles an hour. The largest drop | 
. that reaches the earth, studies have shown, is ae 
0.3 of an inch in diameter. Larger than that, 

i ae it flattens out and splits apart in the air." 
--Edwin Way Teale 
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What if I bade you leave 
The cavern of the mind? 
There's better exercise 


In the sunlight and wind. 
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TO AARON 


Love shines through his blue eyes, 
and no surf's roar hastens his: heart. 
It beats for mine when I am bleak, 
and when I fear myself, 

it's his smile I seek. 


Rising from the ruins 

of a time before his birth, 
I see his smile as my gift 
toward a peace of tomorrow. 


Scott Ryon 
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Silver pocket watch, 
you measured the life 
the COMPANY drained 
into empty echoings. 


Wound religously, 

you mastered, then hammered 
on rails to be laid 

-for supporting ties, like me. 


But another measure of time, 
the organ in my chest, 

with tension gone, 

skipped and missed again. 


Silver pocket watch missed no one 
as the widow hid it next to 
- pipes,. bifocals and itchy long woolies, 
until its heart skipped... 
and missed again. 


RL 


Now my throat is cracked and dry, 
and the words I wrote, 

you have heard... 

Now before the thrasher falls 

on sadeyed grains of thought, 

and the (mightier than a sword) 

pen bleeds 
from slashes of two edged tongues... 


Stay your blades of word 

to remember, 

the harp I play is my heart, 
and its strings, 

my arteries. 


Doug Sheaffer 





The Watcher 


The faces watched the gaity, 
But dared not join in; 

Only observing. 

In the end 

When they tried to laugh, 
They fell in a pile, 

Cracked and bleeding. 


Swamp 


The indignant mud 
Sucks at the feet 
Of intruders}; 


And the plants 
Pause in their singing 
To listen. 


Arrogance passes, 
Seeing nothing; 
Thinking well-planned 
- Thoughts. 


Gone , | 
_ Life returns 


Forest 


A coyote sniffed my earth 
Before tearing it open-- 
Finding himself too late-- 
And bouncing away. 


The dung of others 
marked the spot 

For future reference 
And territorial gain. 


Sun, rain, and snow 
Visited the place 
And reluctantly - 
Moved on. 
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The Old Home 


Resting on the hill, tired, 

The house last tasted paint 

Some thirty years ago. 

Shingles sail in the wind, 

Landing in puffs of rotted wood. 
Tarpaper on tarpaper on tarpaper 

Does little to stop the leaks. 

The old man sighs and climbs the ladder. 


The wind blows through 
Loose=-slat walls 

And tired, the old man 

Lets it blow through him, also. 


Night at last, he descends. 

Lifting and shoving, the warped door 
Scrapes open, allowing him 

To enter. 


Dinner, in a place where once 
Laughter and shouts. filled the air; 
But the room is stale . 
And leans drunkenly from tired beams 
Settling. 


To bed, and each step 
On the cracked stairs 
Says its good-night 
With a weak groan. 


Footsteps, resounding in the vacant 
Hallway, stop by each door; 

Every room a fond memory 

And a silent greeting. 


The bed squeaks in insult 
As-alone-he lays to sleep. 
His family is there 

Hugging him, taking his hand. 
"Daddy, tell me a story. 


Tell me about the elves." 
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FLUX 


And on Wall Street, she incor- 
porated herself into a solid wall 
of people: the rush hour deluge 
in its daily shift from office 
to home. Satellites beaming 
homeward. 

Flux, she intoned as the lights 
changed, as the street suddenly 
teemed with people--oblivious 
individuals intent upon the 
random fixture that decrees 
WALK and DON'T at fixed inter- 
vals--glance evading individuals, 
she reflected, probably itching 
to dance-scream-shout-spit-kick- 
embrace, but managing only the 
vague flexing of a vein in the 
temple instead. 

Everywhere was the thumping of 
some gigantic machinery.. At bay 
the cars churned nose to nose, 
jerked spastically at an idle 
roar and she bore witness to the 
fact that not a few couldn't 
boast of a crumpled fender or 
corrugated bumper and she repeated 
to herself: flux, as a taxi whip- 
ped by her with a haughty breath 
of purpose and carbon monoxide 
and a perturbed old man--not much 
more than a scrap of flesh clinging 
thereon--begrudged the car that had 
just driven over his ankle from his 
prone position in the gutter. 

She lifted her eyes to a sky 
veiled in dirty lace, to skyscrapers 
looming as huge and unreal and non- 
chalant as a postcard above, to no 
manifest apolalypse. 

Certain new complications ahead-= 
outdoor fruitstand, a craven 
passer-by enacting a metropolitan 
Genesis--compelled her to resist 
the ongoing tide of flesh, still 
muttering flux, to struggle diag- 
onally toward a concrete island of 
feeble potted trees and crippled 
geraniums they'd provided in this 
deepest canyon of concrete and 
equipt, she observed, with real 
Biuapos and their mundanely organic 
droppings--to which she responded 
flux--like a curse: flux. 

A smile here, a leer--in the 


Sharon Johnson 


melee random faces took prece= 
dence. She wondered if they were 
important, why she felt the 
faintest sting of loss when they 
swept by in the drift--lost 

in the deluge--becoming simply 
somebody's back retreating down 
the high-walled street (and he- 
walked on down the hall!) bobbing 
vaguely in a sea of backs. 

"Tell you what..." ; 

He spoke very fast an inch — 
outside her ear--some soft, his- 
sing presence, reeking jazzed-up 
sweat and spit, rank with some 
unspeakable symptom: 

"Rollonfoxyladypussymysweetmy 
teaseyeahsqueezeteaseyou' reabreeze 
streetwomanglamorgutterladyc'mon 
justasuckanfiftybucksansuckittome. 
Digthisstreetjive--teasejiveoh 
yeahIgotthecocainebluesmomma!" 

She glimpsed him as if ina 
subway skittering through the 
night, sardines in a tin lit only 
by the flickering of fleeting 
way-stations. A burlesque: a 
flash of florid duds, a cheezy 
web of a shirt, his hands, moist 
and clinging to her arm, her 
shoulder, her back, her arm: 
fleeting moths. He mated his pace 
to hers, his face somehow averted 
beyond her visual periphery, 
spewing forth soft, buttertongued 
obscenities that would have pried 
a slow and mounting scream from 
the dregs of her throat, had 
there not been a little coxcomb 
in her main artery, arms akimbo, 
singing out: flux! 

As suddenly as it had begun, 
the spiel ceased. As if newly 
born, brighteyed, alert, she saw 
the people still streaming by, 
oblivious or intent or glancing 
at her innocently like rushed 
yet mildly interested pet rabbits. 
"Bagels, pretzels," intoned a 
vendor. . 

"A bagel,please," she said, 
and to herself, "Flux." 


Christie Counsmaw 
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| >" THE PERFECT CIRCLE? 
isd You're dead, like pussycats swung giddily, 
i | outsqealed by their reckless child-protracters. 
Beet s You're dead, like the last smatter of grease 


in the fry pan (the overused burner made it stink). 

You're dead, and I, conundrum, skishy knacky 

| ribbed chick, danglious as I am, with my 

i. © half-awaking kingdom-come hugs, holding myself, 

the rattle of a poem, the rattle really you 

dying, dead, in the terse light--we were tracers; 
And they tell me private patterings, pussy steps, 
the cordoned bedroom, all the yearn intwines... 


a 


But you're dead, yet I watch us imitate ourselves 
and strain for the Maria, the toll belled--we 

go with? We go with the panting "You're in me now." 
We go androgynous, gut-stamped from birthing and 

; birthing, arms wh is k e d wide 

i as all teaching, twined vines paying grace. 

; 


a ~ Teme nee 


You're dead. 
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Artista 


Many knock cyclically 
on the ripe belly door 
asking to pass life 
through her. 


She remembers periods lost, 

the road wrinkled 

each casual transformation, 

But the time caterpillar 
.slithers around the’ oval tunnel 
finding himself again 

within, ) 


ie 











Clyde W, Curley 


€PIRIT LAKE 
Surely this was Paradise, 


frozen water on frozen water, 
a lake of white losing 
identity at the edges. 


Somewhere beneath, water nudges earth 
and one wonders how the fish stand it, 
such cold. 


Above, we know not where to step 
for fear of falling through. 

So, certain in slopes of 

icicled trees, we know our edges. 


Frozen fast, winter observes 
our wanderings, implacable 
and not waiting for anything. 


This is why the first garden 

had nothing to do with humid 
flowers, wet forests and naked skin. 
That is what we found when we 

first stepped onto the assuring 
snow and slipped 

into 

oblivion. 
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COLUMBIA RIVER SUICIDE 


Wild water winds down the wild Wallowas 

and swirls around solitary sandbars 

here at the gaping mouth of my old friend, 
the river. This mouth speaks of mysteries 
as clear as water running down rivers 

into rivers, carrying desert sands 

from Idaho to mix his message with 

the weight of mountains. I hear it whisper, 
plunging me into the ear of the ocean. 


Some fifty years ago I stood and watched 

fire sweep the town in thick, yellow currents, 
moving upstream and spreading the ashes 

across the grey water. Fishes fed on 

my father's house and my father's bones. 


In separate channels the fish fled upstream 

for a half-century. I hauled them in 

with nets; in early morning mists they heaved 

and gasped their gills in death and slapped the deck 
in agony with their silver bodies. 


That was my life; there is nothing more to tell. 


At first it was revenge and fire that sent 

me to the river in my father's boat. | 

But vengeance soon became less real than death, 
and oh, the salmon died, in heaps they died 

by my own hands, seeking to spawn in high 
sunwashed mountain streams. In my dreams I pushed 
up to clear water in nameless places 

to feel the hot sun on my mottled back, 

to spew out new life on the gravel where 

my life began, and then to float, belly 

up, into quiet pools, a fit feast for 

buzzards. No mystery this, but dream as clear 
as sunlight. Dealing death but fed the dream, 
accusing me with a different vengeance. 


The river here is deep and dark; no sun 

visits its depths. It breaks mountains, pushing 
the ocean back. The sea surges against 

it, where seals ride the surf effortlessly, 
kings of fishermen. Cape Disappointment 

fingers the sea tentatively under 

the failing evening light which splays across 
the swells, now rising rhythmically to cast 

deep shadows all along the watery valleys. 


My boat slides down. I wait to be impaled 
on Neptune's too-familiar trident, to 

lie gasping and heaving upon the floor 

of the ocean. The river rudely wakes 

me from my dreams into eternity, 

sinking beneath landlight, into darkness. 
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THE FOURTH WISE 


There was once an emerald 
green valley. It ran for two 
miles between a purple mountain. 
A tiny civilization grew in the 
valley amidst the trees, water- 
falls, streams, lakes and emerald 
green grass. The civilization 
was composed of but four families =- 
Wa, Wo, Wu, and Wy. Each family 
was headed by its eldest member - 
in each case, a very old man; 
though just how old it is impos- 
Sible to say because no one seemed 
to be aware of any measure of 
time. There were seasons or times 
when certain of the valley's wild 
flowers blossomed, but no real 
concern for days, weeks, months 
or years. . 

The civilization had lived in 
the valley for a long while. So 
long, in fact, that the eldest 
member of each family remembered 
nothing but the emerald valley and 
the blue and purple mountains and 
the trees, waterfalls and the 
blossoming of the wild flowers. 

Each family did everything for 
itself. They farmed, made cloth- 
ing from the hemp plants growing 
on the foothills, speared fish in 
the lake and built their own shel- 
ters. Life was very simple for 
the thirty-odd members of the 
valley society. They provided 
themselves with the basic neces= 
sities and spent the rest of 
their time lounging in the shade 
or walking around the valley or 
watching the fish swim about the 
lake ° k 

Each of the four families oc- 
cupied their own hut. One hut 
was located in a place that the 
ancient mariners would come to 
call *due north’, another due 
gouth, another due west and the \ 
last due east. The huts were equi- 
distant from each other forming 


a diamond in the middle of the so 


knew just why. It 


valley. No one 
it happened. | 


is just the way 


a hye & 
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Language was in the midst of a 
very slow beginning. Hong Wo, 
the eldest of the Wo family, | 
could recall days when as 4 child 
there had been greater importance 
placed on sounds and much less 
on descriptive sorts of words 
such as colors. But now they had 
words for just about everything 
that grew, flew or blew in the 
valley and even words for actions 
taken by valley dwellers - farm- 
ing, fishing, building. Hong 
Wu, eldest of the Wus, had spent 
most of his time looking around 
the valley for things or acts 
that had no names and named them. 
He was too old to be of much use 
to the Wu family farming. At 
the nightly assembly before the 
campfire, Hong Wu would tell 
the people what he had named 
during the day and sometimes he 
would even bring in an ant or 
a caterpillar to show the civil- 
ization. The Wu family saw no 


harm in this, even though they 


often thought they had better 
names for things, and humored 


the old man by praising his 


ability to find things and name 
them. Hong Wu became the official 
namer of things in the valley. 


But soon Hong Wu grew too old 
to be troubled with walking 
around the valley. There were 
still new things to be given names. 
Every night he would announce 
the new names to the assembly. 

One night, as the assembly 
sat in front of the fire waiting 
for Hong Wu to come with his new 
things, a messenger in the form 
of the youngest Wu addressed the 
group. ) 

"Hong Wu said there are no more 
new things. And then he went to 
sleep." . 

At the next assembly by the 
fire, the youngest Wu again 
stepped forward and said, "There 


are no more new things in the 
valley. Hong Wu still sleeps." 

Hong Wa went the next morning 
to the House of Wu and asked to 
See his old friend. The wife of 
Wu informed him that Hong Wu still 
Slept. "But surely he will wake 
to see an old friend," and Hong Wa 
walked over to the place where his 
old friend slept and shook him. 
When the old friend did not wake, 
Hong Wa said, "There is a new thing." 

That night before the assembly, 
Hong Wa carried the body of Hong Wu 
to the campfire. "Friends," he 
Said, "Hong Wu is sleeping. But 

it is a sleep from which he will 
never wake. This new thing is 
called death. It is something I 
remember from when I was a small 
boy. When someone is dead, it is 
best to carry him to the mountain 
where he can watch over the valley." 

One member from each family was 
selected to carry Hong Wu up the 
mountain. Each family sent a 
gift of food with Hong Wu's body. 
The four men departed in the dark 
after receiving Hong Wa's instruc- 
tions on exactly where to place 
the body of Hong Wu. 

Someone in the assembly asked 
Hong Wa why Hong Wu died. He 
replied, "There are no more things 
to be named in the valley." 

Someone else asked who would 
take Hong Wu's place. "There are 
no more things to be named in the 
valley." 

But what if there were? "If 
there are, I shall go up the moun- 
tain and ask Hong Wu." His state- 
ment seemed to ease the assembly 
and they left for their huts 
except for Hong.Wa who sat in 
front of the fire a long while. 


kekkkekkkkkkkkekkkkkekekare 


Hong Wa did not sleep well that 
night. He had seen the immense 
sorrow in the eyes of the people. 
He did not understand the look. 
Hong Wu had grown from being the 
foolish, feeble namer of things 
into the most honored of the 


valley. Of the four elders, 
Hong Wu had been the:one the 
people looked to for answers 
and guidance. By simply naming 
things for his own amusement, 
Hong Wu had gained some kind of 
power over the minds and hearts 
of the valley people. They brought 
him things in need of names and 
when he named them, the people 
were grateful. Hong Wa himself 
had brought things to Hong Wu 
and remembered the tremendous 
relief he felt after an object 
had been named. The people 
respected and loved Hong Wu. 
And now, hong Wa thought, he 
had given the people relief and 
perhaps was on his way to earning 
the respect and love of the 
people. He had named a new thing- 
death. But there seemed to be no 
new things in need of names. 
What was beneath the naming of 
things that Hong Wa might use 
to gain power over the hearts 
and minds of the people? Hong 
Wa could find no answer until 
the following dusk when it came 
from a place he would never 
have expected. 
The four men who had carried 
Hong Wu to his resting place 
returned from the mountain in 
the twilight hours and went 
immediately to the hut of Hong 
Wa. "Why did we take him up 
the mountain at night?" they. 
asked. “Night is the natural 
time of sleep." As the words 
came from his mouth, Hong Wa 
sensed his answer. All the 
things were named, but relation- 
ships between things were yet 
to be named. “Why to the moun- 
tain?" "From the top of the 
mountain, Hong Wu can watch over 
the valley and guide us. He 
will name the new things and 
bring us good fortune." 
Questions in need of answers 
filled Hong Wa's days. Even 
the elder Wy and Wo came to 
him for answerse When Hong Wa 
didn't know the answer he would 
walk up the mountain to the 


grave of Hong Wu,to seek his 
advice. Once after visiting 
the grave of Hong Wu, Hong Wa 
informed the assembly that Hong 
Wu had named a thing. The new 
thing was called wisdom. Wisdom 
was described by Hong Wu as a 
thing men such as he and Hong 
Wa had behind their mouths that 
allowed them to name things or 
draw relationships between things. 
Hong Wy looked skeptically at 
Hong Wa. Hong Wa sidestepped his 
glance, saying, "Wisdom comes to 
the old in the same way that 
rains fill the lake." | 

The wisdom of Hong Wa was the 
talk of the valley. The valley 
people felt fortunate to have 
such a wise man to relieve them 
of the burden and responsibility 
of contemplation. Hong Wa would 
do. their contemplating for them. 
In time, they loved and admired 
Hong Wa even more than they had 
Hong Wu. 


Hong Wy watched Hong Wa very 
closely. He saw that the people 
loved Hong Wa more than they did 
him. He saw that Hong Wa could 
get any favor granted by the 
people who were most grateful for 
wisdom he passed on to them. 

Wy was growing old. He lay 
awake nights wondering whether 
or not any of the people would _ 
care if he died.1the same way they 
had cared about Hong Wu's passing. 
He was the subject of the rid- 
icule of the small children who 
pointed at him and laughed. Hong 
Wy ‘looked at the valley and its 
inhabitants and saw that Hong Wa 
was a man in an important and 
special position. If he himself 
were in that position, the child- 
ren would laugh no more and his 
passing would be honored. | 

One night at the assembly, Hong 
Wy asked Hong Wa, "Are there 
answers to every question?" 

"Of course," replied Hong Wa. 

"Of all virtues, which is the 
greatest?" 

"Wisdom," said Hong Wa. 

"Of all men, who is the great~ 
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est?" 

"The Wisest, of course." 

"Who is the wisest of all the 
valley?" asked Hong Wy. 

Hong Wa did not answer. There 
were murmurings among the assemb=- 
ly that surely it must be Hong Wa. 

"Ts the wisest man also the 
most virtuous?" asked Hong Wy. 

"Most certainly." 

"Who is the wisest man in the 
valley?" 

"T shall ask the assembly," 
replied Hong Wa quietly. 

"Are there answers to every 
question?" blurted Hong Wy. 

"Yes, but I am not in the 
position to answer---" 

"You don't know the answer to 
that question?" 

" No. w 

"Then surely you are not the 
wisest, Hong Wa, because I 
know the answer. I am the 
wisest," said Hong Wy self- 
assuredly. 

The assembly spoke in a chant- 
like voice, "No. It is Hong Wa. 
He is the one to whom we bring 
all our questions. Hong Wa. 

Not Hong Wy." 

"Are there answers to every 
question?" asked Hong Wy. 

"Yes," said Hong Wa growing more 
uneasy with every question. 

"Then I shall ask you a question. 
Where is the body of Hong Wu?" 

"On the mountain." 

"No," said Hong Wy, “there are 
only bones. Where is the body 
of Hong Wu?" 

This new knowledge surprised 
the assembly who had been told 
by Hong Wa itthat the body of 
Hong Wu was watching over the 
valley. If his body was not 
there as Hong Wy had stated, 
where had it gone? 

_ Hong Wa stared.a long time 
into the fire. He searched the 
anxious faces of the assembly, 
but found no answer. 

Hong Wy stepped closer to the 
fire and said, "Birds came and 
took Hong Wu to the top of the 
sky to wake and live." 

The faces of the assembly: lit 


with joy for such special treat- 
ment of the most honored Hong Wu. 
Hong Wy addressed the assembly, 
_Tthe wisest man in the valley 
is the one who knows the answers," 
Hong Wa slipped out of the 
valley that night under the cover 
of darkness and was never seen 
again. 


Hong Wy rose to prominence 
and was considered by all the. 
people to be the wisest man in 
the valley. He went even further 
than Hong Wa in his wisdom and 
began telling everyone not only 
why things were the way they 
were but why they should be the 
Ways he deemed them. He spent 
much of his time in the solitary 
of his hut composing maxims on 
"the nature of life:' "The old 
man has seen many more suns than 
the babe." From such maxims he 
issued edicts that were accepted 
by the people without question: 
"The old are to be respected by 
the young. The old are to be 
supported by the young." 

Seeing that has law was being 
accepted blindly, he asked the 
people to pay him a tax of food 
in order that he might be able 
to retreat and seek wisdom for 
the benefit of the valley people. 
He asked the people to learn 
his maxims and edicts that they 
might recite them whenever they 
saw Hong Wy. Families fought 
amongst themselves over the 
meanings of Hong Wy's wise 
sayings. He was the most 
important person in the lives 
of all the valley people. When 
they came to him with questions, 
he would answer with maxims and 
edicts that improved his lot in 
life and cleverly downgraded 
theirs. He interpreted his own 
sayings in ways that allowed 
him to play man against man and 
family against family. The 
people who wanted to be close 
to their leader were willing to 
do almost anything for him. 

’ One day one of the people 
came to him and said that all 
the fish were gone from the 
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lake. Hong Wy walked with him 
to the lake where all the valley 
inhabitants had assembled. 

There was not a fish to be seen 
in the blue-green water. Fish 
had constituted am jor part of 
the people's diet and the absence 


of fish in the lake was a major 


crisis. The people asked "Why?" 

"Because we have angered the 
sky," answered Hong Wy. 

"How have we angered the sky?" 
asked one of the Wus. 

"We live a good life in the 
valley. Seldom do we realize 
where all this goodness comes 
from. It comes from the sky. 
The sky thinks we have forgotten 
him. We must perform an act of 
rememberance." 

"What must we do?" 

"We must give the lake one of 
our number as a gift of remem- 
berance. Then the sky will not 
doubt our sincerity." 

The assembly looked to the 
ground. Surely Hong Wy must be 
right, they thought. But not 
my son, thought the mothers. 
They were about to decide how to 
go about electing a sacrificial 
party, when Hong Wo charged 
Hong Wy and pushed him into the 
lake. 

The assembly was shocked and 
angered and then, strangely 
relieved. "The sacrifice has 
been made," whispered Hong Wo. 

"Who shall be our leader? ~ 
Our interpreter? Our lawgiver? 
What shall we do?" : 

Hong Wo did not answer. In 
fact, he never spoke again. 


~ Jonn Kraske re 
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Plife's Beginning 






qjwas long and fragrant 
"sunshine. 
: ‘game across the valley 
like t dusk 
somehow distant and then the dark 
dropped like a black sheet 
in front of the suns 
pinholes poked thru to make stars. 


dawning when the rooster crows 

i fell into you and in the passion 

we issued the invitation 

and then left the door open and ready 
unknowing who exactly our visitor 
would be. 


and you who are as close to me 

as my breath became a mystery 

as the days turned into months. 

and your smile held all things unknown 
which could not be told. 

and i felt alone. 


your once firm breasts hung heavy and full 
your belly which i would kiss and 

caress with passion was an unsurmountable 

peak...and i made love to you by tying 
your boots. : 






he cogs a 


Guam 


I gave to you my jacket and we 

ran across the field in the rain. 

Not knowing, not caring what tomorrow 
would bring--only tonight was of essence, 
for we would be lovers yet strangers, 
and share this moment on Guam. 


‘Long after we have gone our separate 
ways, and I can no longer remember 

the colour of your eyes or even your 
name...I shall recall running in the rain. 
And love you once again as I did then, 

on Guam. 


City Librarian 


She, the keeper of the books 
casts her eyes upon me in 
distrust as if I am a beggar 
in her pantry of plenty. 


I, the filthy lecherous fiend 
that I am, will spread my 
dreaded disease among her 
precious darlings as I rape 
the knowledge from between 
their dusty thighs. 
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THE EYES OF THE BUST OF APOLLO 


He looked at the bust of Apollo, 
noting dispassionately the noble 
and appropriately godlike features 
that were carved with the finest 
craft ancient Greece ever knew. 

_ Yet the thing had been found 
in an Egyptian tomb, 

Nameless, the flawless marble 
unmarked by a single inscription, 
it yet seemed to shout APOLLO! 

Kirk dropped the speculation, 
for it was futile, and continued 
to stare at that imperious head. 
Egypt or no, that nose was unde- 
niably Greek, no break marring the 
curve connecting it and the divine 
brow. The lips were chiselled full 
yet with a certain cynical twist, 
fruit of its Grecian origin and 
godly intent. And the eyes--they 
were closed, as if in temporary 
Sleep, and somehow that age-dead 
sculptor had carved each separ-~ 
ate eyelash on the high-boned 
cheeks. 

He brushed his hand gently across 
the Olympian forehead, coming away 
with dust on his fingers. The 
niche in which the carving stood 
was coated with a thin film of 
dust as well, and-was distant from 
the other displays. Kirk had 
been to the museum many times, yet 
as he thought about it he could 
never recall having seen anyone 
other than a little child--who 
- later became inexplicably hyster- 

ical and had had to be sent home-- 
ever looking at the bust of Apollo. 

Yet it was a thing to excite 
scholars and collectors, or so it 
seemed. Even the Louvre had nothing 
to touch it, as an example of tech- 
nical mastery; yet evidently no 
one but Kirk found anything of 
interest in that incredible head. 

Then he swore and stepped back, 
quickly, and shook his head and 
looked again. Those marble lashes, 
so still upon the pale cheeks, had 
stirred and quivered with life, 
and the eyes had opened. 

Or had they? It could not be, 


of course, for statues cannot 
move, cannot see. 

Cannot see. 

Kirk shuddered. 

Cannot see. F 

Phantasm or dream or mirage, 
those eyes had been blind. Blind-- 
like two chatoyant gems seared 
by a gust of flame, blind, cracked, 
in the course of an instant, 
shapes that swelled and breathed 
and leaped and died in a horrid 
darkness that was not black. 

Kirk became aware that his heart 
was pounding heavily against his 
ribs. He could not have seen it, 
of course; that bust was dead, 
cold stone, had never been alive. 
Nothing on earth or in the uni- 
verse could make a marble carving 
move of itself. 

He shifted his position uneasily, 
looking, looking. 

"It couldn't have happened," 
he said to himself. 

"And yet--and yet=-=-no man alive 
could dream such a thing." And 
as he spoke he felt an inexplic-= 
able heaviness settle upon his 
heart. 


Kirk continued to go to the 
museum, for he was an artist and 
a student, and those who share 
those titles are often to be’ 
seen in such places. But his 
thoughts were no longer with the 
Renaissance of DaVinci or the 
sometimes harsh modernities of L 
Lautrec or Degas, but harked back 
to an earlier age; not the mas-= 
Sively shadowed mysteries of 
Khem or Sumer, but the pastures 
of Hellas, and Parnassus where 
Pan was wont to roam, goat-= 
footed, or that mighty mountain 
whence bellowed the laughter of 
Titans. 

And each time he was there, he 
came at last to the lonely bust 
of the god, whose impassive features 
were collecting dust and cobwebs, 
Still no one but he ever studied 


the brooding image, ever spared 
the dreaming bust aught but a 
quick and somehow nervous glance. 

Eventually, overcoming an odd 
timidity, Kirk began to care for 
the neglected carving. Everytime 
he saw it he would brush the dust 
and flies from it, and plucked 
the -spiderwebs from the alcove in 
Which it rested. Kirk studied it 
endlessly, for hours at a time, 
feeling a nameless, half-formed 
Question somewhere within him, 
and he seemed to sense that the 
image held, somewhere, somehow, 
an Answer to the feeling he could 
not name. | 

One day in a particularly dreary 
November, Kirk sat and pondered 
the bust of Apollo for several 
hours. The other visitors to the 
museum shunned the exhibit as they 
had always done, passing it by 
with furtive glances or ignoring 
it completely. They stared more 
openly at the intent young man who 
studied it so raptly, stared with 
curious and sometimes frightened 
stares, though had they been asked 
they could not have named their 
fears and might well have denied 
their existence. 

A young child wailed loudly in 
the corridor outside, drawing 
Kirk's attention away from the bust 
for a moment. He smiled at the 
young woman, its mother, as she 
hushed its cries, and turned back 
to the face of Apollo. 

And as he watched, the frozen 
face seemed to quiver, to ripple 
as a reflection in a quiet pool. 
The eyes flickered and seemed to 
open wide, wide, wider than seemed 
possible, until Kirk seemed to 
look into twin vortexes of force 
that threatened to engulf him. 

He seemed to gaze through the 
veil, the mask that hides the 

face of time and space--to gaze, 
and see terrible things. Colossal 
forms, formless and yet terrify- 
ing meaningful, leaped and burned 
and shrank and vanished like smoke 
behind the eyes of the god, and as 
Kirk stared, fascinated, he seemed 
to be on the brink of a revelation, 
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an Answer beyond the ken of man. 

Again the eyes of Apollo were 
closed, and again Kirk was not, 
sure, nor would he ever be, that 
he had seen anything at all. 
Dazed, his mind a blank, he 
turned for a moment and met 
again the gaze of the young 
mother. ; 

She ran to his side, seeing 
something in his eyes that the 
others had missed and that did 
not belong there. 

"Are you all--" 

As one, they had both looked 
at the bust of the sleeping god. 
Her question was lost in an in- 
credulous gasp as she stared 
unbelieving, and then she ran to 
her child and away with him out 
of the room. 

Kirk remained motionless save 
for the hand that reached out 
and touched the face of the 
image, stroking hesitantly at 
the cheek. 

They had not been deceived. 
Moisture glimmered on his finger= 
tips, and a second teardrop 
sparkled on the face of Apollo. 

Kirk's pace as he left the 
museum was just barely slow 
enough to escape being a run, 
nor did he return for many days. 


But return he did, eventually, 
for the thing had haunted his 
dreams. He could not close his 
eyes and not see that face, the 
face of a deity sleeping-- 
sleeping and yet cognizant of 
life, of reality, of past, 
present and future as no other 
known entity! He could not 
think and not dream of the 
terrifying marvels lurking so 
close behind that pale mask of 
carven marble. A part of him 
shuddered at the thought of the 
image, for he knew that even if 
what he had seen was unreal, some 
disordered fantasy--and he could 
never fully convince himself 
that it was--the skill born of 
belief that was the riddle of 
its creation shed some fearful 
light on the details hidden by 
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the mists of history. futility. Man cannot alter the 
pain, the hate and the frust 


"What are you?" he demanded, tion that lie beyond his sight, a 
face to Face with the god once and the gods do not dare. Fo: el Gras 
more. “What are you--diabolical they, even they, are not quite 
image, or a Gateway to a Beyond omnipotent. gee 


past belief?" And even a deity can despa: 


He spoke quietly, though there ete 
was no need, for he was alone in They found Kirk in that roo 
the room. And he went on, half to holding the bust of Apollo, © 
himself. with an incredible and unneé 
"What were they, the elder gods-- able expression on his face eae 
and where have they gone?" He After a few quick glances Hae 
Snatched up the image, shook it. museum staff dared not loo by 
"You know, damn you! You are upon that face, and es eciall pte 
the answer--the answer, and the did they fear to look | “the. Se 
Key! They say Olympus is empty, eyes, as a man fears to 
en that the old gods have retreated-- into an abyss. . 
‘elsewhere! Into the quiet lakes, He remained in nee ci 
the hearts of the oldest hills-- some few days, regarded 


and you know! with fear and apg 
uy Something | within him told him he 
was raving, and yet another some-= 
thing cried out in his heart that 
he was right! The image was a key, 
see gateway to unimaginable spheres, — 
_ the answer to the riddle of what 


made a god a god! trans Fovnate ae eee 


ae A strange, atonal singing rose enough, termed it a 
all around him, euphonious discords but for all their d 
_ from the lips of a devil's piper, was as if he had v 

‘and the sunlight seemed to dim. thesearth si fiat ee 


aT 


eae And the eyes of Apollo opened. 

a _ Opened, once more, and Kirk seemed 

Sito: topple into the overwhelming 

_ whirlpools of the eyes that veiled 

£ the shifting matrix of time itself. 
He had entered the Gateway, and 
the singing of the stars rose 
inexorable around him as he fell 

Sete eternity. 

__ And he found the meaning of god-~ 

head: 

The attaining of a wisdom enough 
to rule the universe, to tear aside 
“the veil of the present that hides 
the future, to liberate the mind 
to infinity. 

- And he found the reason for the 

_ tears of Apollo, for even he who 
rules the universe and transcends 
the fgbric of time dares not alter 

the web of history. The gods saw 

all, knew all--and dared do nothing 

Jest a greater evil arise. 

_ hus, the reason the old gods 

eee from the ken of man: 
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eS “Emerald-eyed darling 
Of zodiacs and hexagrams, 
_ She studies her charts; 
Her Buddha-duty a smile. 
_ Green buds in all her windows 3 


; Bright words on every wall. 


‘iO She yYivals dryads. 


a 
Be 





Supple, ie pretzel poses— 
Pert yogi. Worries a guitar; 
Whispers cool sutras; 
- Woos us in the cups 
ae Of her cararra teeth. 
- Never sacchirine or sardonic, 
Her jazz knack dazzles. 


ods 


hd 


Spring, is her season 
Gathering ferns 
And green spores for 

io window salads— 
Gardens in aspic. 

Poetess of frog fen; seraphin— 


_ She flirts with Pantheism: 


Es 


“Loves like leaves spackle her days. 
_ An anarchy of random petals 
tee in her paths. 
o hymn this! Elusive wraith 
Of white smiles, of embraces. 
Without weight—-mark fate: 


Ernaye: geeaint your green dreams 
and wait. 


4 age ve é ! 
ihe mS a! } 
SD la ae, 2. 







MOON SANS MAGIC 


"The blood jet is poetry, 
There is no stopping it." —Sylvia Plath 


At this unholy hour, 
No earthly voices beckon 
But my own. 


Furtive, I pursue these 
As burlesque ruptures 
Of night blindness 


Bleed before me, 
Bruise the drab mausoleums 
(Courthouse, post office) 


That bivuoaec this wide dead avenue 
A bald moon follows, 
Pauses cold 


To hold my abrupt pose 
Of indecision 
At the corner 


Where the ohm of concealed plumbing 
Endures my halting. Time stops. 
And with the moon, I remain, 


Tardy pulse intact. No exit 


From faculties 
Overactive to a fault. 
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EDGE 


"OGod, I am not like you 

In your vacuous black, 

Stars stuck all over, bright stupid confetti. 
Eternity bores me, 

I never wanted it." —Sylvia Plath 


The moon again, me again: 
Pursuing the muse, 
And the beach this time—vast blanched bone, 


Sandblasted sane and clean, 
Sane and clean, 
Not like me or the bleeding sky. 


The sea is here: 
Seething at her bone shelf, 
Toothless and sightless: a spastic 


And a military drill, her mindless 
Regimentation: one 
Random wave and another. 


The sea is not my mother. 
Her ohm recalls incessant guns 
Or some gigantic untended machinery. 


Above, a bald moon balks, 
Eyeless and wild; 
Dry ice. 


Only her borders 
Bleed crimson into the black stasis, 
Feed rich succulents to that void— 


Blood hot, blood good. 
The moon is not my mother. 
The moon is a bold-faced idiot. 


Jesus, then, come soon. 
I wax impatient. 
My eyes wound the sky 


With their random hemmorages. 


I could scream but only bore myself-— 
Only a second coming would rouse me now. 


3F 





yellow circused son 
played around us 
until tree shot it 
down with arrows 


green. 
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Glimpses 


the next time you fly to New York, stop and ask the wooden 
indian outside the axe in the woodbox if there is any chance 
of rain here in vermont before it snows in the candy store. 
If you find out, call me collect at the over easy with 

a side of hash browns and maybe we can share a quick piece 
of ass between an old picture of ernest hemingway and the 
orange tree. If you're to busy at the time, I think the 
world series was rigged so whether or not you turned off 

the water in the bathtub I still believe in the right of 
every man to a two or three of them just ran behind the 

barn so maybe we should all get together and sing some 

folk songs. When people thumb thru the yellow pages, 

they often use deoderant to begin their cars. This can 

lead only to a reversal in the current. of the river which 

in turn was it that gave you such a hard time? I'll see 

the chief of staff and get him kicked out of this hospital 
for good. 


Having a wonderful time, 
wish you were upside down 
in a bottle of southern 
comfort and hugs and kisses. 


Love, 


Letter 


Stone Ground 


it's a stone ground life 
when you can your strife in an 
old fruit jar 
and leave it in a cupboard behind 
the tea and flour till 
. the 
jar gets about full. 

and then you stoke up a good fire 
in the stove and open the jar and 
set it inside 

and the workings of that 

sweet alder wood 
smooth those troubles out and send 
them up the chimney and out to 
face the world as mellow vibrations. 


ley 








Joe Stevenson 


Clay 


centering life on the potter's wheel 

at the still point of the turning world... 

we wobble and fall, the flesh moves toward the warmth, 
the mind ventures into the cold, 

the wilderness road and always turning, 

spinning on the wheel. 


fingers press, muscles tense, 

the eyes intent, the clay rises, 

the fire hardens, the heart softens, 

within the seed the lifespark lives, outside 
the cold claws at the window. 


the night ladies take me away. 

through the window 

i can see her at the wheel. 

she looks up. 

for a moment the time is centered, 
still on the turning wheel. 

then the flesh exhales, the mind tips. 
i lunge for the opening road. 


a9 


Mike Stamm 


PAPER DRAGONS 


Adrift on high, 

Dark against the night, 

Paper dragons with candles for eyes. 
Small boys 

Amid rice-paddies and fields 

In the shadow of the Wall 

Hold to strings that thrum against the wind. 
Paper dragons 

Soaring above the world, 

Spirits of a darkness 

And a wonder 

That once was but is gone. 

Paper dragons 

Winged shapes with eyes of flame 

And voices of wind and crystal bells-- 
Where are you now? 

Gone is the innocence 

Of man 

That he could see 

Paper dragons 

And remember the old times. 

Paper dragons-- 

Children's toy 

And yet more special 

Even than that. 

They are the lost memories-- 


Paper dragons. 
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PeterHuhtala 


STATEMENT 
I'd like to explain that I'm tired... 
I'm tired of traveling faster 
than the speed of people and feeling higher 
than the leaves of trees. I'm sick of ignoring 
the green waters of dirt mountains 
and of swimming in a diamond sky 
that's synthetic. I'm finished watching 
the attacks on the watchtower 
through the porthole while dreaming 
I can walk on a sandy beach. 
I'm no longer worried about the connotation 
of the word blue, or the repercussions of 
seeing red figures with the eyes closed. 
I don't want to drop to the rear quickly 
to resolve my lack of sleep. 
I don't want to watch the boxing match 
of heaven versus hell on antimatter anymore. 
Most of all I'm tired of waging war on plastic 


using cellulose as my artillery. 
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PARAGORIC 


The mood is subdued and the color: 
grey. Details, like dream faces, 
lose identity under closer scru- 
tiny...or could it be this narcotic 
fog that envelopes the setting of 
our ceaa in its grey forgetful- 
ness 

Yet surely a room emerges through 
the mist: a perfectly ordinary 
and unadorned apartment with its 
four walls and door and overhead 
skylight filtering a loveless and 
featherweight daylight therein. 

A painting, a hanging, a tapestry 
might offer ornamental relief. 
But no. There is simply this 
austere room with its table and 
beadstead and four bare walls; 
alone and unsubstantiated in the 
salbow illumination of a skylight 
that never sees the bald sun but 
through a gauze of fog. 

Now a room cannot exist per se 
but be surrounded by a variety 
of outside props, and haply, 
the necessary antithesis manifests 
itself in the form of a city, with 
its radial fan of avenues spanning 
the plain in every direction, 
from a vantage point directly 
above the skylight looking out. 
(There is ample room for the head 
and shoulders of an average man 
or woman here when propped at 
its apogee.) ; 

This view, then, provides a 
sweeping perspective upon all the 
peaks, steeples, and parks 
typical of a city, to be sure, 
and invites one to reflect on the 
yastness of even a partially 
obscured sky. Certainly, there 
is no lack of void. 

From this same vantage point, 
one may glimpse the city's seeth= 
ing mob in daily scrimmage from 
home to office and office, home 
again (between wisps of the omni- 
present mist to be sure) in all 
its protean erratic transciency, 
as one would contemplate a teem~ 
ing but strangely totalitarian 
anthill. A pattern emerges in 
spite of or because of? one’s 


A’ 


Sharon Johnson 


total lack of focus. : 

Furthermore, from this elevation 
(it is not far-fetched to assume 
that our room is the uppermost 
turret of some lofty tenement) »_ 
the idle rear indiginous to cities 
is funneled to a rather soothing 
drone--or ohm, as some would have 
it. 

Because all vivid color, all 
chromatic flavor is lost in the 
general pallor of the climate, 
the. finer tastes of the visual 
palette are, by needs be, sharp- 
ened. A bouquet of the most 
insipid crimson poppies from the 
florist then, introduced into 
our Spartan room would be nothing. 
short of inflammatory. Their 
salmon-colored flames would 
agitate the quiet atmosphere 
until composure was out of the 
question and sleep, absurd. 

Needless to say, the florist 
business flourishes only on 
holdiays and in the chaotic 
transition from winter to spring, 
when many are given to an un- 
accountable watchful wakefulness. 

Curiously enough, this trans- 
ition--not winter yet not quite 
spring--and any reference made 
thereof to even the most even= 
tempered bystander evokes an 
ill-concealed discomfort, a 
distinct apprehension. An oft- 
quoth expression bears witness 
to this local bias: "wear your 
winter hood til May", which is 
to say, "don't do anything rash 
or out of routine", often repeated 
to prodigal sons and daughters 
and, on occasion, to over- 
brooding scholars. 

This is not to say, of course, 
that all take heed. Yet the 
faintest innate sense of honor 
makes up for any lack of cone 
science in this area, and so 
this extraordinary doctrine 
persists. And art, strangely 
enough, suffers. The highest 
pursuit of aesthetics in our fair 
city consists of erecting blunt 


totalitarian fortresses of business 
and law, with bleak cement facades. 
Their greys proliferate and marry: 
only the vaguest tonalities dis- 
tinguish wall from sky, form from 
void. 

But let us return to our bleak 
monastic vault with the sky- 
light. Who, of the faceless 
city multitude, ascends to this 
room daily--invests their presence 
in its Spartan severity--sleeps 
in the sallow nightly pallor of its 
skylight, effected by reflected 
city lights against the fog? . 

Ah. Vague tremors of the stair- 
way outside promise prompt response: 

There is only the telltale tattle 
of skeleton key in latch and our 
mysterious turret tenant enters-- 
this simple room undisputedly 
their domain. 

Books, baggage, and hood by turns 
are doffed by this somber figure 
that stands before us--who now turns 
fully to face the blase opascity 
of the skylight. The hood removed, 
a full frontal portrayal seems in 
store, yet it is impossible to tell 
whether this gaunt soul is man or 
woman, pleased or perturbed. The 
pale hair falls primly to the 
chin and the waxen face is passive. 
Only the faintest pink tint taints 
the general pallor of this face 
and affirms the irrepressible 
fervor of heart and blood in con- 
frontation with chill fog moments 
ago. Otherwise, this funereal 
being could occupy a coffin with- 
out cause for alarm. 

Humanity confirmed, our tenement 
resident proceeds to prop the sky- 
light at its apex and position 
him-herself in a stiff pose of 
contemplation (yogic in origin) 
on the ledge, where a flat wedge 
of sky betokens the oncoming 
amnesia of nightfall.... 

Now, it is no coincidence that 
this nightfall of all nightfalls 
ensues with the influx of almost- 
spring, that brief chaotic season 
of insomnia between winter and the 
yernal equinox, and that a simple 
vase of poppies, in truth, now 
occupies the sill, and that the 


heretofore dispassionate face of 
our turret tenet is beginning to 
register a vague agitation... 

And it is not out of tone to 
note that the grey and everpresent 
gause of fog is dissolving! 
becoming more and more gossamer 
by the minute in exactly the 
spot upon which room inhabitant 
gazes so intently. Phasing out 
s0 gradually as to be imper- 
ceptible, but nevertheless 
dissolving and dispersing. A 
miraculous radiance waxes and 
invades the dimmest reaches of 
the room. 

His face, once ashen, now 
betrays a wondrous awe whose 
windows, whose glowing eyes gleam 
and grow dilate in the phenomonal 
unfoldment of an infinite mid- 
night sky that fills the skylight 
now, scoured clean of obscurity, 
black and bleeding gaudy sap- 
phires and garnets fed it by a 
full mooneececes : : 

The moon, the full moon! eye- 
loss and sightless--pure white 
medallion in the skylight blazes 
so bright as to lose form. Stars 
burn with lesser ice at the 
borders, bleed thinner blood 
into black stasis, wounding the 
eye with a brilliance that proves 
blasphemous to such a one as 
our loft dweller whos eyes blister 
at the sight and who fumbles now 
for books and papers and instru- 
ments Of artece. 

Only this is audible. The city 
is deathly still, ohmless, and 
owning to no secondary glow 
as slow layers of vapor begin 
now to bandage the sudden and 
horrendous hemmorage of the sky. 


Ed Classen 


love on the wicked stage 


a mann, 
he painted seascapes. 4 lass, 
she was a lady. 
. a mann 
he was a carpernter. unless, 
she was his baby. 

* AMEN { " 
he was a preacher. alas--~ 
she was ignored. 


woe-mann, 
she was a poet. a manny, 
he never read. 

womann , 
she was a tombstone. a manny, 
he wasn't dead. 

womann , 
she played with rosebuds. a mann, 
he played with thorns. 

womb-unn , 

she was a mother. "AMEN!" 
he wasn't born. 


the actors? 
they were actors! the music? 
it was our candy! the play? 
it was our brandy! 
the rain... 

it only poured... 
O! yes! 
we have forever 
what happens 

when were bored? 
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the lady defined herself in no uncertain terms 





always/at last, again: alone, | 

she locked the bedroom door behind her 
and plunged into the darkest depths 

of the open dictionary on her bed. 


‘she slithered in the warm sea 
o& tingling letters, amongst 
dedaying latin word roots and 
elepent italicized vipers. 


efishes flashed past her 
everything before her eyes. 
sea\sluggish suffishes 

Wi far behind, accentipedes 

tima& and beat the ancients rhyming 
Ypation with the tides. 


dk Yldssomed about her and 
—. 1 the corners of her mouth. 
upaling to stay afloat, 







7 a e a Be 
b erabbeg at slippery definitions. 
Jefinitions\she came to possess, 


aGiixe /about her head as 
SAS As life preservers. 
: b 


ow 
) 


\ 


wi ack waters filled up 
4) ee, and every pore, 





! was’ not room for one more 
le, she gaw BIBLIOPHILE. 
éssly, aja she grasp it 

and ati Wit /to her very breast. 
sthide weight was too great, 


slammed shut on her. 







now. inside #he locked tomb 

she Yésts b¢tween dictionary pages. 
above her, fhe coronal wreath--- 

i school prom corsage, 


toomuchmuchtoosoon 


and so she 

gave. Upon 

Rubbleisbuilt 

from the wire 

and crofts 

hummin and hummin 

inmyears. Today 

Sausolitorepor 

tens of thorough 

thousand and sand 

berrycastles and 

‘mary worths times 

two equals four 

what them of course 

referred and reorganizable 

pain upon which 

frost wrote poems 

_ and so do i. 

tho neither of us 

evermeant or evéermet 

Twain, Samuelsclemsmarx 

in with Haleys 

drinking ale 

out with 

the father's time 

and also 

Haley flying high. 
Only one case of poetic justice, 

to Zoe 


FADE IN: 


Moving picture pioneer's admittedly invented and 
inventively admitted mini-microcosm--- 
the international chessmatch--- 


IN WHICH the mist of dangling participles clears only partially 
revealing 
_ ‘ a man sitting 
in his walter mitty costume in the relative comfort 
of his living room, 
mounch-mounching on plastic oranges. 
watching telling vision, envisioning 
himself as Nielsen's watchdog of. democracy. 
(He was a man who never watched his children anymore. 
Every time he sat down to watch them, 
He discovered they were watching him, 
Leaving the poor man with no one to watch). 


IN WHICH mother madonna 
keeps putting things out of junior's reach until 
there is no room 
between the sky and junior's reaching fingers. 
She wonders if 
the baby wakes, 

what then does sleeping like a baby 
mean? 
IN WHICH 
Junior was 
a reg'lar huckleberry sawyer boy-of-a-boy 
who through no fault of his own inherited 
father's sex appeal 

which equalled exactly 
that of a white toothed knight 
in rusting armor. 
IN WHICH 
Darling daughter, 

a pawn in the game, | 
pockets her pocket poet (black and white 
ginsberg for the purse of pocket), 
pocketing before the eyes of the store dick, waiting 
wanting to be 
unpocketed, pickpocketed, repocketed 

by a poetic pocket picker, 
stopping once safely out the door and paying 
homage only to.the pocket-sized ginsberg. 


What then of Lawrence 

and the arabs who hijacked 
the olympics from under 
walter mitty's watchful eye? 


:FADE OUT. 


Dick Storts 


My Lesson 


I didn't have that choice, 
I was inhaled by the machine, 
The wheels that play tirelessly 
And tell you what you already know. 
Goodbye school, I'm off on a chore, 
Upholder of pride and dignity, 
Agent of my star = studded land, 
Torchbearer for all the less fortunate. 
I'm off to where they'll teach me ~ 
God is good, God is great. 
He built this great country 
This worldly idol, 
And may all those who care and believe 
Take the goodness I offer you, 
And God bless the rest of you- 

May you rot! 
The mental torture destroys me 
Till I catch the mechanical pace. 
But then it's fall in, fall out 
Clockwork, dawn till dusk, rain or shine. 
A sniper they call me, they teach me 
Holding breath till colors rupture, 
Cascading in showers through the brain, 
The prone, kneeling, and upright use 
Of sweating palm and brow, steady finger. 
Training complete, not a fly is safe 
From my eagle-eye and flame-spitting steel, 
I learn well, and decorate my year 
With metals and pins of purple, silver, and gold. 
Gooks are bad, Gooks are Red, 
Kill all the bastards- 

May they rot! 
But then I.come back to this motherland 
With papers telling me I am free. 
It's a joke they tell me when they discard 
Me as an outdated program . 
That I might function to my desires. 
But my gears don't mesh, I am uncoiled 
And find I an facing the infeed of 
a new and delicate machine. 
I have been spindled through distant abuse, 
A cog in the delicate machinery. 
I've killed for less than this 
For things I don't believe. 
Yet now I have reason, in me I believe 
I have learned my lesson well. 
TI am me, I am one, 
And that I might be free- 

May you rot! 
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Ralph. Wirfs 


REQUIEM FOR A BLACKTAIL 


Wet amber stalks of salmonberry maze 
around me. October morning 

light through the stalks refuses to echo 
cleanly from the tracks his passage 
cried into the earth a rolled, 

waiting smoke ago. 


* te % 


From repose beyond pain, his eyes are 

blue. A deep, deep blue, a blue hazing into green 
and back down into blue. The ocean 

off Cape Arago offers such a blue, . 

in canny, chanting holes held by bellied, 

hogging codfish and bull greenling. 


His creek where he crossed it last is a 

long leg deep, crystal cold, and 

jarring clear. 

In thirty Miles it will find the Pacific, to be lost 
again, to become deep, deep blue. 

He looked into his creek, drank from it, 

crossed it, daily, for all his thousand days. 


By the time I drag him to his creek 

his eyes have flattened, sealed, 

forever lost their depths, 

hazed toward grey. 

I tint his creek with his blood, with body heat 
he learned from the October morning sun. 
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foe we: se is Roll slaves, moon pulled waves 

Bae : @ «» I have yet to see your graves 

Your futile folly of trying 

= Your washed-up hopes of dying; 

Yet your irony of floundering 

for a ghost, a moon, a god 

It must be trying, even 

From my perch here=-from 

*« Many miles, I hear your 

* Breath, or is it death you 
Want, that keeps you sighing? 
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WEATHERG RAMS 
The Weathergram is avery short poem of about ten 
words—orless. It comes asa sudden imsight;er 
hence brevity vs essential’ Furthermore: no one- 
will stop to read any lengthy statement while? 
standing in wind er rain. 

The weathergram is hungona bough or branch in the 
garden, at a campsite, or along a mountain trail 
The subject matter ts usually scasonal,and the 

weathergram is left out between solstice ey equingr 
or between equinox ex solstice. 

Raw ep incomplete when L fust written, the weathers 
gram netds the graphic touches of wind tain, sun 
and te’ depending on the season. St may (fad? to 
an off-white, old bonecolor, er ragged edges give it 


Some of the qualities oft afaded ltaf- Diwing its 
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three months of weathering, it starts gomng back 
to nature; this makes it a true weathergram, a 
*weatherewriting. 

The weathergram is written on kraft paper cut from 
grocery story paper bags. The strip ts two anda half 
inches by ten inches, before the top 1s folded over. A 
tanger size would be too conspicuous. White paper 
would look like a washing hung out to dry. St 

shold be part of the scene. 

Acrylic vermilion is used for the initial, er Huggins 
water proof India ink, for the re§f: The wnting— 
wal last as long as the paper does- or longer. Any 
other color or ink wil wash out or fade away. 

The origins of the weathergram go back to 1926-27, 
when J first found translations of Far Eastern, 
poetry 2.9 was taken by ther brevity, objictivity__, 
imagery from nature, dry humor, E associations 
witly calligraphy. But these qualities can be found 
an Western poetry also: The writer of weathergrams 
need not become a pseudo- Oriental playing at— 
being Japanese Wy wathe¢grams have a Pacific 
Northwe3t flavor e77 J do mot think that they 
are forygn to the tradition of Thortau, Emerson, 
and’ Whitman. 

After developing weatheryrams J discovered that the 
ideq, had been antiapated much tarhér, eri 
grat artistry, by the Japantst, who send tanzaku 
witty thank-you notes or exchange them with friénds 
Like weathtergrams, they ary Gwen away ¢7> Me 
Strictly nonzcommercia. 

Io the weathergram. rhyme e7 te stt sylablerpattern 
of the haiku are vredlevant. There are ma smilies, or- 
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“Like"comparisons. Metaphors tend to be buritd. 

There ave no static descriptions, no reliance upon 
puely abstract states of feeleng, hence thereave fw 
adjectwes and adverbs." Poetical” language cr effects 
ave out. The colloquial phrase ts prefer. The 
meanings art genentlly 1m plied by the Leaves, trees, 
Light, birds, bugs, etc. As William Carlos Wiliams 
says:\No tdeas but-in things”. But properly done} 
the things do mot remain'thingish?” 


Ae first glance the weather gram 1s not obscure. But it 


ts somewhat like an icebery; moff of 115 out of 7 
sught,e7 the reader must dive nto the dark water: 
Currentscurswe Italic 15 the letter-form for the 
weathergram — not + formal callegraphy. The 
writing should be spontaneous er should not look 
contrived or self-comscious. 


Didactusm ts avoided. The weathergram tends bbe? 
quiet..No violence or melodrama-Dry humor ts more 
characteristic of them than the driematic- However, 
buried within some sg et are disquieting 
meanings. 


Any listing of the subject matter of aati would 


be after the event. They are not written to convey 
some preconceived idéa. J can never compost oné- 
by wanting to. They just come of themselvés-or 
mot at all. They are scribbled down on scraps of paper 
ergo into.my pocket, then into a shopping bag. kale; 
a slight rewording may be NUUSSUTY, 


The weathergram itstlf tends to dese qn the layout. The 


lines are broken into natural spetch phrases. Ktyout- 
15 punctuation.) The key word or tmage vs usudle 
ty farthest to the right. Nothing 13 farther to the 
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left than the bagtiuning. Sometimes the narrowe 
ness of the strip of paper may make desirable layout 


tut We let a bough 


\How does one learn how to com pose weathexgrams? Une 


doubtedly,a ) familiarity with Zin Buddhist 7 or branch, 
Taoist literature will help one to aquinethk— 


“mental set” or frame of mind that will make him be our pub lish or 
open tr-er-aware of the observations cr insights 
which make weathergrams possible? R.H.Blyth's 
HAIKU, published by Hokusetdo in Japan and 
his ZEN IN ENGLISH LITERATURE, also by 
" Hokusetdo, are invaluable. Unfortunately, thest- 
volumes may be hard to find- Mort avatlable s 
Harold Stewart's volume A CHIME OF WIND? 
BELLS, Charles , Tuttle, publisher. Stewarts 
assay on haiku is highly recommended. Also, 


SUN ght Robert Blys THE SEA AND THE HONEY 


COMB, BéaconPress. Make a larye collection of 


“touch Stones" (ste Matthew Arnold) which, by 
UNhEr /4 comparison, will help you to srcoqneze the proper 
dan KS of haiku or weathergram obstrvation- Read. widely iw 
hoetry ez’ prophecy . When you come to write your 
COMES up own, forget everything you. have’ ever read for the> 
’) ¢ 1 si Ss er bide opin up. Buf remember:"no 
an Wt. a but im things. 
L. Robert Bly 


2.Espdally Pounds CATHAY and Florence 
Ascough's FIR FLOWER TABLETS 
3. BlytWs ZEN IN ENGLISH LITERATURE 


58 


A SORT OF A SONG 


Let the snake wait under 

his weed 

and the writing 

be of words, slow and quick, sharp 
to strike, quiet to wait 
sleepless. 


—through metaphor to reconcile 
the people and the stones. 
Compose. (No ideas 

put in things) Invent! 

Saxifrage is my flower that splits 
the rocks. 


William Carlos Williams 
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Shaler 


TIME SANDWICH, CRACKED WHEAT OVER RYE 
Time is sure | 
slow, eeine iy 
it doesn't 
flow 
It oozes 
Except when 
you look 
back 
at all those 
things that 
are gone 
forever, 
trapped 
in the ever- 
changing 
recesses of 
your mind, 
becoming 
more fantastic 
and precious 
and intimate 
as they get 
further away 
Time 


sure is fast 
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Nadir (unfinished) 


The first night seven pink and shiny nurses came... 


and washed my body clean 

with essences, sweet essences. 

Took me, looking back, to catacombs 
lined with thick glasseous disinfectant, 
to be purified by its purity. 

Issued me a bright white linen gown 

and took me to the room, 

infected by disease, dis - ease-= es, 


I, a wooden statue carved to fit the scene, laid awake all night. 


An audacious moon fevered on the wall. 
Chorus' of human presence 

with restless cratching fingers 

and little staring faces with whistling lips 
played a fuedal symphony . 
as I, the witness, sat in silent audience 
giving in to the carcinogen. 

A cardinal played in their favor. 


Dawn brought me the people and their crime. 


Disease of the soul, the mind 

and disease of the body. 

Dead white ladies dancing and laughing. 

A smile bared teeth of no color. 

Eyes that told no story begged for revival. 
A pettycoat in the corner rolled and moaned 
and lavender babies, if they had legs, 
would crawl to a mother breast and suck. 


The blue eyed, white clad doctor came for morning tea... 


And stiffly sat and offered tea to all, 
coughed on and inventoried soul mind and body. 
Tested for reflex reaction. 

Tested for mental malfunctions. 

Tested for physical failure. 

Sought the bag and puked, 

then promised a full days excursion 

to the sands of distant Siberia. 


62 





Lori Ubell 


PREHISTORIC LANDSCAPE 
fishes swam in the air 
€ hungry for blood 
we hunted the great. cats 
with spears and stones 


you wandered behind the rest 


picking flowers and whimpering 


you could not keep 


you would not kill 


we trapped him 


just as you squatted in. the red clay 


we had no word for birth 

it had been so-.long 

and later when the baby: died 
we ate him 


with the cat 


and.some orange flowers 


you had picked 
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